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Then feed on an that coin move 
Harmonuious numbers, as the wakeful bird 


Sings darkling, and in ſhadieſt covert hid 
Lues her nocturnal note. —— 
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| VILLIAM ARCHER, Eſq; 


5 7 R Tl . 

N 5 T's the obſervation of 

388 1 | a late celebrated writer, 

8855 that the viewing pleaſant 
pictures, is proper to dif- 

| | pel that gloom, which is apt to 

hang on the mind in cloudy and 

s uncomfortable weather; that thus 

F when all things ſwim 1 in rain, and 
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- 
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nature wears a lowring countenance, 
we may yet retire to the viſionary : 
worlds of art, where our minds may | 
be entertain'd, and our eyes de- | 
lighted, with the ſhining proſpects 
of ſtreaming gold, delicious glades, 


and flowery landskips. | 


In like manner, I found i it was ab- 
ſolutely neceſſary for me, in my me- 
lancholy hours, to fix my thoughts 
on ſome curious ſubject, that might 
refreſh a languiſhing imaginati- 
on; but where to find ſuch a one, 
vas ſomewhat difficult; for indeed, 
that theme muſt be exceeding bril- 
liant, which can irradiate a deject- 
ed mind, and ſoften with its glo- 
rious colours, the tedious minutes 
ofa an uncaſy ſolitude. 


* 


After 


an 


After the ſtricteſt enquiry, I 


could not find any ſubject fo full 
of force and vigour, ſo ſuitable to 
| my condition, or agreeable to my 
| inclination, as the ſerious conſide- 

ration of the divine goodnels. 


This, and this alone, 1s the noble 


| ſource of all that pleaſure and feli- 

city which enlivens the creation, 

and ſweetly diffuſes it ſelf thro? uni- 
verſal nature: hence ſpring the 


reviving ſlumbers of the labouring* 
peaſant : and hence, the bliſsful 
raptures of an immortal Ah” 


I have therefore ſome reaſon to 
hope, that this performance, how 


mean ſoever in other reſpects, yet 


10 reaſon of the dignity and impor- 
tance 
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tance of the ſubject, will meet with 
a kind reception, from a gentleman 


whoſe | ſteady piety, beautiful con- 


verſation, and delicate taſte of the 
politer parts of learning, are very 


diſtinguiſhing amidſt ſo great a 
glitter of figure and Canton. 


But I will not be ſo injurious to 


ſo bright a character, as to attempt 


the drawing it; it being compoſed 


of ſuch finith'd beauties, as require 


the artfal touches of a celebrated 
e. 


n Adele of this kind 


have been ſo much perverted, and 
authors have been frequently ſo 
extravagant in deſcribing their pa- 


: tron's virtues, that dedzcations ſeem 


now 10 have loſt both their nature 
D183. and 


, Fe 5 


( wi”. 
and end : fo that when the labori- 
ous writers have rack'd their inven- 


tions to the utmoſt, and been moſt 


profuſe of their richeſt paint, to 
adorn their dazling exemplars, the 
reader is often tempted to conſider 
them only as ſo many gaudy idols 


of 2 luxuriant fancy. 


1 ſhall therefore wave the uſual 


method of epiſtles of this nature, and 
only humbly take this opportunity, 


of teſtifying the grateful ſenſe I re- 


tain of thoſè many favours you have 
been pleas'd to honour me with; 


it being impoſſible I ſhould ever ſbr⸗ 


get thoſe uncommon kindneſſes, the 


genuine fruits of a truly g generous 


mild: moſt condeſcending 2 mu 
nificent , 5 


May 


VIII 


May heaven ſtill prevent you 
with the choiceſt of its temporal | 
bleſſings, till there ſhall open a 
brighter ſcene of tranſport. and im- 
mortallsy 
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S f ROM lonely vaults can blooming 
. [ landskips riſe, 


Or ſoftneſs reign amidſt tempeſtuous 
[skies 2 


From funeral ſhades can crimſon 
[ beauries ſpring, 


O's in eternal pains a blaſted ſera ph ling ? 
How then ſhall I, with grief and fear oppreſt, 
While raging ſtorms invade my lab'ring breaſt, 


My ſorrows lull and charm my cares to reſt ? 
Diſplay celeſtial triumphs, drown'd in tears, 
And foil'd with duſt, admire the diſtant ſtars ? 
B | 
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For when the mind has loft i its nobleſt fire 
The ngers languiſh on the filver lyre; 


The jarring ſtrings, by ſympathy, complain, 525 


Raiſe new diſtreſs, and lengthen every pain; 
Reluctant notes deny their ſpritely grace, 


And ſhrilleſt airs are loſt in murm'ring baſs. 


— HR 


Tis joy alone can ſwell a lofty ſound, : | 
And ſpread the muſick and the tranſport round; 


Aloft in air, make balmy numbers float, | 


And warm the ſoul at every melting note. 


Yet thro ſurrounding gloom the miſe preſumes. 
To raiſe her voice, and ſpread her ſhining plumes; 
Tocrown, with orient gems, the blackeſt ſcene, 
And dreſs the deſert in immortal green; 
Round mournful tombs her ſtarry beauties play, 


„ 


I * ſorrow fine, and paint afflittion Bays 


She 


; She ſings nor dazling arms, nor Cyprian groves, 
ö Nor vanquiſh'd tyrants, nor diſaſtrous loves; - 

No liquid crimſon ſtains the martial plain, 

1 Nor ſofter Venus ſpreads her gaudy train. 

Such vulgar ſubjects with neglect ſhe views, 


And nobler themes, beyond the ſtars, purſues z 


hö eternal King's immenſe compaſſion ſhows, 


Wich gilds diſtreſs, and ſooths the deepeſt x woes: 
Hence deſolation takes a pleaſing form, 


And angels glitter through the fierceſt ſtorm, 


This Sas found, in ſorrow's diſmal night, 
When ſickly beams but glimmer'd on his fi ight; 
Tho' oft, before, in purple floods they rolbd, 
And charnvd his brilliant eyes with ſparkling gold. 
Yet when he view'd unwholeſome vapours riſe, 


| And gathering clouds obſcure the low ring skies; 
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His former bliſs but ſwell'd his preſent grief, 1 
For vaniſh'd joys afford but ſmall relief: 
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They rather deeper wound the bleeding heart, 
And add new ſharpneſs to the pointed dart. 
Thence no relief to drooping Syrius flow'd, 
Nor kind ſupports to eaſe his heavy load; | 
But oft, ſo ſad, he trac'd the lonely glade, | 
He ſeem'd the Genius of the midnight ſhade, 
Sograve his air, ſo ſolemn was his mien, 
So oft he rov'd around the dusky green : 
Large ſilent drops {till rolling down his face, 


And flowing tears bedew'd the conſcious graſs. 


Not fo the youth appear'd, when fortune ſmil'd,. 
Like ſome fond parent on her darling child: 
Then beauty, dreſt in robes profuſely gay, 
Shone round his paths, and bleſt each ſmiling day, 
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Diffusd her triumpns thro? his ſofteſt habe: 

And deck'd his footſteeps with the richeſt flowers; 
Theſe brighter ſcenes no more refreſh his ſight, 
But ſink and die in fading tracts of light, 


| That plunge in ſhades, and mingle with the night: 


Whoſe gloomy curtains were ſo cloſely drawn, 


No lucid ſtreak foretold approaching dawn ; 


But clouds on clouds ſtill blacker mountains form, : 


And horror rides upon the ſweeping ſtorm. 


Wilk lightaings faſf'd, and dreadful thunder, 
[roar'd, 


| Young Syrius then his mournful ſtate deplor'd, 


No courteous tree its friendly branches ſpread, 


Jo keep the tempeſt from his fainting head. 


| Still as the meads were moiſt with evening dew, 


| His reſtleſs paſſions more tormenting grew, 
Which made him rove defenſeleſs and forlorn, 


And his grief ſwell'd with every riſing morn, 
110 8 Vaſt, 


Vaſt, as his former joys, his forrows roll 
And drive the ſoft ideas from his ſoul. 


dy 


on 


As when bleak Earms difarrays the woods, 
And binds in icy chains the gliding floods, 
No favourite flower, with all its purple charms, 


Cold winter's breaſt with generous pity warms, 


Tho' Sylvan glades a beauteous veſture wore, 


Rich, as the ſhrines where kneeling queens adore, 


Yet then diſrob'd their graces all reſign, 


| Nor, roſes bloom nor ſpotleſs lillies ſhine ; 


50 ſoon terreſtrial pleaſures will decay, 
Anddarkneſs ſhade the moſt triumphant day, 
Then nor the trum pet, nor the tuneful lyre, 


Delight the mind, or kindle ſoft deſire: 
No breathing tube, or ſhrill melodious ſtring, 


Can make the ſoul with wonted vigour ſpring, 


Should fam'd Corel Plays or Nicolini * 
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71 Celeſtial 


© Celeſtial virtue only can aſſwage 7 
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7 The poignant pain, and ſooth its fierceſt Rage; 
7 Thro? night's dark fields irs blazing enſigns ſpread, 
And change the fable to victorious red. 


Calm was the night, and Cynthia ſweetly glow od 


In trembling ſilver, thro' a fleecy cloud, 
When Syrizs enter'd a ſequeſter'd grove, 

II he ſacred ſeat of ſolitude and love. 
Aſpiring oaks there ſeem'd to touch the Skies, 


While myrtle plants with humbler beauties riſe; 


Round the deep walks the waving branches twin'd, 
And the leaves ruſled with the midnight wind. 


There Hrius rov'd, and ſought the thickeſt ſhade, 


Where num'rous boughs a fainter checquer made. 
Sometimes he liſtned to a purling brook, { 


Then on the ſtars, with fixed eyes, would look; 


Sigh'd 


8 The Ni HT-PTECE. 
Sigh'd to the muſick of the whiſtling woods, 


And murmur'd, in deep concert, with the floods. 
Such ſtrange effects from piercing ſorrows flow ! | 


And ſuch the force of an unbounded woe! 


While thus the youth his hapleſs ſtate bewail'd, 
His ſtrength departed, and his ſpirits faib'd, 
Then gently ſunk into a ſilent ſwoon, 


And his eyes ſtrove with the departing moon. 


| When winged Mercy quick deliv'rance brought, 
Swift as a ſun- beam, or a ſta rting thought; 
Vouchſaf'd him ſuccour in the laſt diſtreſs, 
When preſſing miſery ſcem'd without redreſs : 


[ bleſs. 
1 Tho? earth diſdains to hear, propitious heaven can 3 


* 


1 7 beauteous eAriel leaves the realms of light, 


And *midft the ſtars directs his ſpeedy fight; ; 
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Rich 


3 Large tracts of light proclaim'd the Seraph nigh, 


It, 


ch 


Rich was his progreſs thro? the purpled sky, 


And fann'd by pleaſant gales his golden colours fly. 
The conſtellations with freſh luſtre ſhone, 
And yellow glories ſtain'd the filver moon, 


| Ti etherial plains glow'd with a finer blue, 


And glide wich ſofteſt grace o'er all ch enammelbd- 


| Such ſovereign brightneſs Hrius ſpirits rais'd, 


And heav'n deſcend to chear a fainting foul | 
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And the fields glitter'd in celeſtial dew. 


His powerful charms, diffusꝰd a ſweetneſs round, 


The ſmiling walks with roſie ſplendor crown'd, 
% [ground. 


And floods of light, the ſlumbring youth amaz d; 
Freſh ardours beat thro? every vigorous vein, 


And ting'd the crimſon with a deeper ſtain. 


In ſilent ſhades to ſee ſuch glories roll, 


- The | 
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The guardian ſeraph now approach'd the place, f 


. 5 5 


But veil'd the luſtre of his god- like face, 


Mild was his air, and ſolemn was his pace. 


(Such is th' appearance of ſome youthful ſwain, 


That thoughtful moves along the ſilent plain; 


When the ſt ill village lies diſſolv'd in ſleep, 
And reverend hermits facred vigils keep) 
Then, with a lovely mein, the youth addreſt, 
And calm'd the paſſions of his anxious breaſt. 
His accents flow d in ſuch melodious ſtrains, : 
They ſolac'd grief, and lulPd reluctant pains 
With ſolemn awe, attentive, nature ood, 
And ſacred ſilence fill'd the liſtning wood ; 
No ſporting gales preſum'd to ſhake the trees, 
Or bend the myrtles with the gentleſt breeſe, 
Tocurl the graſs, or tender oſiers fan; e 


And thus th* indulgent Seraphim began. 


From 


8 


ee 


Where numerous ranks of dazling angels ſhine, 
And golden vines round Jaſper pillars twine, 
come, to mitigate thy raging grief, 


5 Sooth all thy cares, and bring a ſure relief; 


The NIGHT PIECE. II 
From bliſsful realms of everlaſting day, 


, «© Where living gems immortal flames diſplay, 

© Where my great maſter”s awful throne does riſe, 

2 | - | 

N * Too bright the proſpeQ for a ſeraph's eyes, 

* Who proſtrate falls, with rapture and ſurprize ; 2 
* From Jeſſ'min bowers, and Amarantin ſhades, 


'C That ſtretch their glories down the purple meads, 


n 


480 my dread Lord commands, and I adore 
His matchleſs goodneſs, and eternal power * 
With vaſt delight, his kind commands fulfil, 
And lowly bow before his ſovereign will : 


And fo ſhould'ſt thou, tho? angry tempeſts roar, 


And foaming billo ws la ſh the ſounding ſhore 7 


8 1 Tho | 
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As ardent ſparks from crackling flames ariſe, 


© His brighteſt beauties in a moment fade, 


Tho every joy forſakes thy ſickning eyes, 
And paleſt ſcenes of piercing horror riſe. 


'F « Know'fi thou not this, that man is born to 


burn, 
a Till life's extinguiſh'd lamp no more ſhall burn 


But all his griefs lic bury'd i in his urn! : 


6 Affliction ſprings, and rranſient pleaſure * 


Like morning ſpangles in a flowery glade: 
No Potent monarch can exemption plead, 
Nor ſtarty crowns protect the Princely head; 
Oer golden beds vexation ſpreads her wings, 
* Andiracks the ſpirits of deſpairing kings; 
TFThroꝰ ſtouteſt guards purſues the royal prey, 


And darts its terrors in the face of day. 


© The harmleſs ſhepherd on the lonely plain, 


* Ott ſighs for grief, and n With raging pain, 
| 3. The 


0 
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The ſofteſt charms can't lull his ſoul to reſt, 


Nor rural mulic ſooth his anxious breaſt, 


© Tho? all the ſcene in yellow beauty glows, 

« Tho? fragrant cowſlips edge the Sylvan roſe, 
And poppy garlands whiſper ſoft repoſe ; 
The chryſtal ſtreams with gentleſt murmurs glide, 5 
And rival birds in ſongs exert their pride: 


* Penſive, and pale, in ſecret ſhades, he mourns 


© Departed joys, and bliſs that ne er returns. 


6 Haq'ſt thou been made, like active cherubs 
oe bright, 
* Of ſacred fire, and pure etherial light, | 
Thy joyful hours perpetual bliſs had crown'd, 
And tranſport flow*d in one perpetual round. 
* But ſince thou *rt form'd of earth's inferiour clay, | 


6 Thick miſts will riſe to cloud thy dubious N ; 
| ecay. 
6 {Thy withering pleaſures _ and every ſweet 


« Did'ſt 


14 The Nrent-Prece: 


f Did'ſt thou behold what crouds of orphans weep, 


And ſhipwreck'd ſailors tremble on the deep, 


How helpleſs priſoners pine b=acath their chains, 


« Which rack their Souls, and tear their bleeding 
vyveins; 
« Sure, in ſo great a grief, thoud'ſt loſe thy own, 


And drown thy ſofter ſighs amidſt a general groan. 


Nor hence concl ade, ſince . its reign 
Oer ſhining thrones, and every humbler plain, 
Thy ſovereign Lord defective in his love, 
Nor with thy murmurs ſtain the conſcious grove. 
; Shall mortal man at providence repine ? 

Or feeble worms arraign the power divine? 
The fading offpring of the mouldring clay - 

© Who thro? their noſtrils breath their lives away; 
Shall ſuch with heaven's eternal King diſpute * 


* At whoſe dread Ivoice, the talleſt nn s mute! 


* 


« Whoſe 
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Harmonious worlds with glad conſent obey ! 
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* Whoſe matchleſs power, and moſt indulgent 


Liway, 


© To his great praiſe revolving planets roll ! 


5 And endleſs glories deck the ſtarry pole ! 


With every dawn returning bounty ſprings ! 


And mercy glitters on the morning's wings! 


It ſhines in ſun-beams round the ſpacious skies; 


Bright are the-figures to the dimeſt eyes. 


© The fruitful lawns his boundleſs love diſplay, 
* Who made the graſs ſo green, and every flower ſo 
. 
Let ſuch vaſt love, which happy angels charms, 
© And round the wide creation throws its arms, 
« Diſtreſs, and pain, and ſharp affliction ſends 


Io choiceſt favorites, and the deareſt friends ; 


© To try their faith, and all their powers refine, 


« While paſſive vertues Ril triumphant ſhine. 


16 The NICHT-PIPCE. 
© In thickeft gloom their ſacred gems diſplay, 
© The bright forerunners of eternal day. 

© Tf ſuffering ſaints by. ſorrows richer grow, 

5 And riſe in ſplendor as they fink in woe; 
Well may they ſmile when fierceſt tempeſts © My | 
+ And dreſs the flowery meads in ſwelling 15 of 
For even there freſh beauties will ariſe, 1 


And vernal greens ſalute the morning skies. 


6 Nor ſaints alone, beneath afflict ions bloom, 
And like bruis'd Caſſia ſhed a rich-perfume ; 

£ But ſtouteſt ſinners, when oppreſt with grief, 
Oft bow the knee, and Had a ſure relief; 

© With weeping eyes their wretched ſtate deplore, 
* And with the humbleſt zeal their 'angry Lord 


[adore, 
N with deep contrition all cheit ſins ſurvey, 


* 


And meekly wait the kind return of day. 


Manaſ 


of. 


The NTOHT-PIECx. 
© Manaſſeh thus, when fluſh'd with royal pride, 


© His ſovereign Lord and father*s God defy'd, 

! © Thro? all the land diffus'd a crimſon ſtain, - 1 

* Which marked with horror his abandon d reign. 
CcCursd Baabs altars he again reſtor'd, 
And Molock's ſhrines with impious zeal ador'd ; 
8: In barb'rous clangors drown'd his children's cries, 
| © While bloody trumpets pierc'd the diſtant skies. 
| © Such monſtrous crimes ſoon undermin'd his throne; 


4 And ſwift, like tempeſts, drove his glories down. 


© Then, deep i in duſt, his princely enſi igns rall'd, 
with all the beauties of imperial gold; 


Midſt diſmal ſhades, and heavy chains he pin'd ; 
© And piercing anguiſh rack'd his woful mind. 


© Thoſe mournful hours, by fate in fables dreſt, 
© with ſacred light inſpir d the captive's breaſt. 


© He now no more heavens ſpang led hoſt adores, 


Nor offers incenſe to the ſtarry powers, 
ag: D * (Whoſe 


17 : 
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« (Whoſe feeble flames no chearful light n 


Nor thro? the gloom diffuſe one ſpritely ray, 

To gild the priſon where the monarch lies, 

6 With bleeding ſpirits, and with ſhowery eyes.) 
gut humbly proſtrate, worſhip d injur'd love, 
And turn'd the dungeon to a ſacred grove; 
VWhence humbleſt vows, and ardent wiſhes riſe, 
And pious mournings penetrate the skies. 
Then mercy warm' d him with i its gentleſt beams, 

© And chear'd his ſoul when lab? ring in extreams. " 

« Tho? curs'd by heaven when blazing on athrone, 
(A blaſted wretch beneath a dazling crown) 
Vet when in darkneſs, ſorrow, chains, and tears, | 
« Celeſtial grace, ſwift to his aid appears, 


* And ſhows a train of well dillinguiſh'd years. 


Thus Babylon's proud king, when forc'd toſtray, 


Like ſome wild ſalvage, round a deſert way; 
- © Reſign'd 
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. Refign'd his pride, and fl his waving plumes, 

|| © Which ſwelPd unbounded in his royal rooms. 

0 bliskul grief that does the ſoul reform! 

[6 And wakes young flowers amidſt the T7: _ | 
[> Which renders void the Syren 8 tempting charms, 
| And drives the youth from Chloe s wanton arms; 

I Whichwarms the hardeſt breaſt with generous 

| © And makes the bowels of the cruel move, " 

Till the fierce tyger ſoftens to a dove. 

6 vet, leſt the fleſh ſhould too impatient grow, 

a And ſink beneath perpetual ſtorms of woe; 

: Leſt, by continual agonies oppreſt, | 

Their ſouls deſpair to taſt the] joys of reſt; 

* Almighty grace vouchſafes its powerful aid, 

And ſpreads a luſtre round the dreary ſhade: 

Then ſwift as gloom before the morning flies; 
Their ſorrows vaniſh and their anguiſh dies. 
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20 Th NienrPrzez- 
© As pleaſurgs fade, afflictions will decay, 


Like tranſient floods that quickly glide away. 
Nor will this ſtate admit of ſettled woe, 

K That, fate reſerves for diſmal ſhades below. 

© There black deſpair i in full dominion reigns, 

© And ſpreads her ſable wings Oer all th eden] 


[ plains. 
But bere on earth alternate ſcenes ſtill riſe, 


« And rainbow-like aſſume a thouſand dyes 
« The mourning vagrant, deſtitute of food, 


That ſlowly wanders'in the lonely wood, : 


By ſudden turns, may be advanc'd on high, 


© Andin renown with ſoverign princes vye. 
Then, with delight, he'll run his dangers o'er, 
When ſafe from ſtorms, he's reach d the peaceful 


[ſhore ; 
8 The threatning wavesſhall trouble him no more. 


Rouſe Syrius then, thy drooping ſpirits raiſe, 


No more lament, but love, adore, and praiſe 


That 


or” 


* Drove back the waves which would 


— 
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That gracious Lord, Abel has been fo kind, 


And pour'd his balm into thy bleeding mind. 


Who all thy Wants with tendereſt care redreft 52 8 


How oft, by his commands, ha ve I wichſtood * Fl 


* Impending fate, when ruſhing like a 000g 24d y 6 


S 


: "AK with my wings — the. gather! 
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6 Conſider well, thy ſins have/call | or wrath, 


And thy bold crimes demanded ſpeedy death, 


«© VindiQive lightnings then were coming down, 


And awful thunder murmur'd to be gone; 


: But mercy ſwifter to deliverance flies, 


Joy of the earth! and beauty of the skies 


„That ſovereign mercy does thy ſoul invite, 


"BY pureſt pleaſures, and refin'd delight; 
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« Tojoys eternal, free from all allay, 


And living ſprings chat never can decay, 


To bliſsful walks of ever- flow'ring greens, 


Where glory riſes in a thouſand ſcenes, 


Where liquid gold in beauteous currents flows, 


n 
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1 And heavenly pearl on ſilver branches glows, 

1 

* Where ab d ſeraphs ſing around the throne, | 
[| q { And God birnſelf inſpires the lofty tune. 3 


